"But it'll be his headache."

"They have no right to ruin your coat. You even
paid them to do it. They'll give you a new coat. The
lawyer will see to it."

"No, no."

"Why not?"

"I could never bring myself to wear the new coat."

"Why*"

"On account of that old clerk. With the thick glasses.
He scarcely sees at all. He accepted the coat, and they'd
hold him responsible for taking in a material that would
shrink."

She hid the coat in a trunk. After she died we found
it buried deep under her things. She put it away so that
we should not find it and use it as evidence for legal
action. ("On account of that old clerk.")

In one of the streets in our neighborhood there is a little
grocery. Her grocery. One evening as we were walking
home we passed by the shop. She was carrying a little
package tied with blue ribbon.

"Just a minute," she said, "I'll step in and get some
oranges." I waited. She came out with the oranges, but
without the package in the blue ribbon.

"You left your package," I reminded her.

"No," she said.

"Yes, you did," I said, looking through the shop win-
dow. "See? It's on the counter right there."

"Don't cross-examine me," she said.
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